JULIA DMTTRIYEVNA
"There's wounded here, there's a dynamo there. There's
no other way, it's got to be uncoupled,"
"You go to the devil! Fancy uncoupling a coach with
bombs falling/3 said the oiler.
"I'll give you the devil," roared Kravtsov, his eyes
blazing, and punched the oiler on the ear. The doctor
stood there, rooted to the spot with the unexpectedness
of it all ... The oiler retaliated by kicking Kravtsov in
the stomach, and Kravtsov hit him again on the back of
the neck. The oiler cursed again, and crawled under to
uncouple the burning coach. The conductor appeared
from somewhere, his clothing stained with earth—he
had probably been lying in some nearby shell-hole.
They pushed the burning coach farther away, and began
throwing water from the engine over it.
Meanwhile, Julia Dmitriyevna was standing beside
the table, handing instruments and swabs to the pro-
fessor. She prepared the men for operation. ...The whole
night the town was under fire and the whole night
wounded kept coming in. Some were brought on
stretchers, some on lorries, others walked in them-
selves ... Towards morning the professor's strength
gave out.
"That's enough," he said, and tore the fastenings of
his overall apart, without waiting to undo them. cTm
all in. Been at it five days and nights. ..."
Faina took him to the staff coach to rest. She told
Julia Dmitriyevna that she'd take the chance to go to her
own compartment and change at the same time, her
stomach was rising with the smell of blood, and her
underclothes were wet with perspiration. ...
"I'm done too," said the other surgeon, a small
black-haired man with a lemon-yellow face, and
disappeared. Olga Mikhailovna lay down right there on
the divan in the wash-room. "For a second, just for a
second!" she said like a child and fell asleep before the
words were out of her mouth. There remained a young
surgeon with his fair hair en brosse, a nose like a rudder,
and taller than Danilov.
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